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HILLSIDE POEMS 



WINTER RAIN 



It is sad, this rain 

Drip-dripping in the night 

Monotonously 

Into the snow; 

Dripping from the corners of the house 

And the ends of black twigs 

All night long without change. 

Rain, rain soft-fingered, 

Lifting up the white snow, 

Uncovering the clay beneath; 

Rain, soft, 

Almost unwilling — 

The fingers of an old woman 

Who cannot resist 

Slipping downstairs in the night 

To the front room, 

And lifting the sheet for a last look 

At what it conceals. 



A NAKED MAPLE 

You have put off your leaves. 

You are like a runner who stands naked at the mark, 

Calm and certain of victory. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

You are glorious in your ease, 

Waiting for the first silver whistle of the snow; 

And in your sureness 

That the yellow medal of a May moon will be pinned to 

your breast, 
Clothed again and triumphant. 

NOONTIME 

Noontime and locusts, 

Locusts goading the heat 

Quivering over the hay-fields; 

Yet the men arise from half-eaten dinners 

And hood canvas over the stacks — 

The full tawny breasts of the hayfields — 

For the first dark finger of lust 

Is pointing over a steeple 

Far in the distance. 



JUDGES 

Between her two brothers, 
Who argue of nations and laws 
With a neighbor, 
She stands, big with a child, 
Watching the sunshine; 
Waiting the end of their talk, 
Saying nothing. 
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